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The Path Master

(Continued from page £)

the whiskey bottle! Quick! What?

Money to pay? Trot out that grog
or I'll shoot your lamps out!"

““He's been a-drinkin’ sgain,” whis-

+« pered the warden. “Fur God's

said, give him that bottle, somebody!”

But as the bottle was pushed across

butt and knocked the bottle into slivers.
“Drlil:lka f]:r nstlll:c m'tz}wd!':i he. said,d wlix:h
an ¥ . “Get down an i3]
it up off thel{l_lzor, -uut{lox cubal"d
T us the fly-screen door
open w"f_thpnne eﬁ.‘mw, he sauntered out
into the moonlight, who might
follow him, although now that he had
insulted and defied the entire town there
were men behind who would have
done him a mischief if they had dared
beliave him off his .
B He walked moodily on hin t}lﬁ moon-
i disdaining to either listen or
gﬁ:'ze behind him. There was s stoop
to his shoulders now, a loose carringe
r'hich somatti,rmea aell!'ans 8 n:;lan whose
ast shred ~respect has go
leaving him nothing but the nakﬁ
virtues and vices with which he was
born. McCloud's vices were many,
though® zome of them lsy dormant;
his virtues, if they were virtues, conld
be counl.e% in a breath—a natural
courage, and a generous heart, paralyzed
ﬂsmm underta load of deg;;aiir
ecp resentment against everybody
and e He hsted the for-
e Rl s e i B
n e desp
himself. His inertia had given place
to a fierce restlessness; he feit a sudden
and eurious desire for a physieal struggle
um,hB a strong antagonist—like young

-

Anaﬁoncethegn.her%dhiapovmy-
im.

arcse up before h t was not un-
endurable simply because he was ob-

k’! e Thoti of e b
t in povert
: stupefied him at first, then rage fol-
I lowed. Poverty was an antagonist,
| —like young B —a powerful one.
! How helmtéit How he Byram!
t tH Why? And, as he walked there, shuffling

P u{) the dust in- the moonlight, he
- ed t for the first time in life,
kit that if poverty were only a breathing
: creature he would strangle it with his
naked hands. But logic ed him
mfm&q;habmlpbrwd‘n?ﬁn,
oul hi manger!ofT B i B
ug white young Byram, t
threats from the dim around the
stove, H they m
would remember it. He would neither

roed, he

upumlg he could see

the ing in the road

~before his . She was

b moonlight silvered her

: nair,

her face was the face of a spirit;

quickened the ish blood in his

- gea her so the moonlight.

said: “I t that if vou

should be ged to pay your

the counter, MeCloud swung his rifle-

lied,

wrong—

you broke,
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Till you cower beneath my curse.

And brooded in wrath at night,
When wrestling to gain my right;
I swear you shall bend to me—

This curse that | make shall be.

Revenge is a living thing

Where the stars in their courses swing,

That will follow far past the dying suns

Through the orbits devised of old

Till it reach the place of the faithless ones

_ Where the planets have long grown cold.

My spirit can bide and wait
Till it find you before the gate.

‘And there in the glow of a light sublime

In a vast, eternal place

I shall tear all the truth from the page of door
ime warden

time

(ilbur D Desbit

'‘And upon them came the curse of Jotham the
son of Jerubbsal."—The Book of Judges, 9:57.

And thus have you lied, and so have you

And I curse you now by the truth denied
That shall cut like a hissing thong;
By the hope you crushed, by the faith

By-t!le grief that you rendered worse,
It shall drift in your eyes in the altar

I have dreamed of this in the darkened days
I have fought with your lies in the gloomy ways
With a curse that is keen as a serpent’s tooth

As deathless and great as the sleepless truth

Though a man go down to the house of death
That will pulse its way as an outblown breath

And thus have you lied, and so have you lied—
With the faith you broke and the truth denied

sell but & pateh of brambles and 3
hut which no one would buy.

“l guess Pm no good,” he said;
“I ecan't work.” :

“But what will you do?" she asked,
with pitiful eyes raised.

“Do? Oh, what I have dome. I
can shoot partridges.”

“Markeishooting is sgainst the
law,” she said, faintly.

“The daw!” he repested; “it seems
to me there is nothing but law in this
God-forsaken hole!”

“Can't you live within the law?
It is not diffiouit, is it?" she asked.

“It is difficult for me,” he said,
sullenly. The dogged “brute in him

was o ing in its twrn. He was
slrexdy sorry he had mised her to
work out his taxes he remem-

bered the penshiy. Clearly he would
have to work, or she would be held

And thus have you wrought me f?’—fl)ﬁ_nsible.

4 anybody would take an un-
skilled man,” he began, “I—I would
try to get something to do.”

“Won't they?”

“No., I tried it—once.”

“Only once?”

. He gave a short laugh and nmagcd
to pat the collie, saying, “Don’t bother
me, little path-master.”

“No—I1 won’t,” she replied, slowly.

She went nwah_v in 1lhc moanlight,
eaving good-pight and calling her
collie, and he walked up the slope
to the house, curiously at with
himself and the dim world hidden in
the shadows arcund.

He was not sleepy. As he had no
eandles, he sat down in the moonlight,
idly balancing his rifle on nis knees.
From force of habit he loaded i,
then rubbed the stock with the palm
of his hand, eves dmmis:f.

Into the tangled garden a whip-
poorwill on not wings,
rested & moment, unseen, then broke
out into husky, breathless ealling. A
minuie later the whispering call came
from the forest’s edge, tgen farther
away, almost inaudible in the thicken-
mg&usk_

. And, as he sat there, thinking of the
Little path-master, he became sware
of a man slinking along the moon-lit
road below. His heart stopped, then
the pulses went bounding, and his
fi closed on hia rifle,

. There were other men in the moon-
light now—he counted five—and he
called out to them, demsnding their
business. ]

"Yp:;j‘m our bu(.ginm." n}a?iuted ba.ck’
o yram. *'Cit up an’ dust out o

oxl::!lle, you dirty loafer!” r

“Better stay where you are,” said
McCloud (Frim]y.

Then old Tansey bawled: “Yew low
cuss, git outer tnis here taown! Yew
air mesner 'n pussley an’® meaner 'n

b' goshi”

There was a silence, then the same
yoice: “Be yew calculatin’ tew maosey,
Dan McCloud?”

“You had better stay where you
are," said McCloud; “T'm srmed.”
“Ye be? replied a new voice;
“4hed come aout o thut or we'll snake
¥e aout!” -

Byram

Stop!” eried McCloud;, jum
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at ‘came on, gun levelled,
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Before the echoes of the repart
died lmec‘!ouﬁ’s voice was hessd
- Bomething in his voice arrested the
h“l- don't knog wl:y”l don’t kill you
t‘l%tﬁcmﬁ-m_ t
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it, somehow. me glome, I tell
you” ]
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(Continued on page 5.)




